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10 Sketch 
dow. Five minutes till. 
The key rattling in the lock was like a machine gun burst. 
Footsteps approached the cell. The nausea returned; this 
time he retched but nothing came up. He clutched the bars 
for support. 
"Time to go, Frank." The warden's cap was set back on 
his head; his face twitched. The priest whispered aloud from 
the prayer book. Kaufman opened the cell door and left. 
Two strange guards came into the cell and took his arms. 
"You're going to have to carry me, boys, I'm no hero." 
"Yeah." The guards half-carried him out of the cell. 
Their footsteps drowned out the priest's words as the 
group entered the second cell block. A small red bulb 
burned above the room. His heart thumped and his mouth 
was dry. He held back. The guards pulled him firmly. He 
opened his mouth but the words stuck in his throat. The 
red light seemed to swallow them. 
"Hold it." The warden moved to the door; his job would 
soon be over. He looked at his watch and then back through 
the cell blocks. Nothing moved; the hall was quiet except 
for the eerie sound of the priest's whispered prayers. Frank's 
denim shirt was soaked; he was limp. The warden opened 
the door and nodded at the guards. 
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Child Development, Fr. 
Mumbling, the days converse 
Muddy, yellow green streams slosh water sighs 
Shy grass shivers in lonely wind 
Child blossoms struggle to accept growth 
The rain refuses to stifle its weeping 
Pounding drops drown hour precision 
And die, merging with time on calloused pavement. 
